Chapter Seventy-one
THE SON OF HEAVEN
The flowers droop and the sweet grass is faded
He is a stranger in a strange place.
In the little courtyard
He thinks of her whom he has lost.
It is evening, and'his tears
Drop red as blood.
Mountain and river are parted
His eyes are dim, his spirit ill at ease.
It seems that her sweet spirit has vanished utterly.
When, at the fifth night-watch, he woke from his dream
His heart was broken.
The wind brought the sound of horns
And swept away the moon and the plum blossom.
H
SI-MEN CH'ING   and Captain Ho came  to the
principal street. Ho asked Hsi-mfen to take wine with
lim at his house, but Hsi-m6n Ch'ing very politely
declined. Then Ho bade his servant take Hsi-mSn's bridle.
"You must come," he said, "I am anxious to talk to you." So
they went to Ho's place, and PSn IV took the empty present
boxes back to Secretary Ts'ui's house.
Captain Ho had made special preparations for his guest. In
the great hall, animal charcoal was burning in the braziers, and
the smoke of incense went curling upwards from golden
burners. There was a table in the middle of the hall, and beside
it two other tables, one nearer the door and the other at one
•side. Bowls piled with rare fruits stood on the tables and flowers
in golden vases.
"Are you entertaining any other guests?" Hsi-men Ch'ing
asked Captain Ho.
"No," Ho said. "My old uncle will dine with us when he
comes back,"
"Since we are to be colleagues," Hsi-mSn Ch'ing said, "you
should not have gone to all this trouble on my account."
"I beg your pardon," Ho said, "but, as a matter of fact, my
venerable uncle has done this."
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